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BRIGHT TOO SOON... 


Life imitates art, No.1 Follow- 
ing Grant Hutchison’s fictional 
account of a bagger attempting all 
the Munros in alphabetical order 
(see TAC10, pp4-6), we hear tell of 
strange behaviour up in Aberdeen. 
Here lives a man who, having 
already compleated (sic) three 
rounds of Sir Shug’s ubiquitouses, 
has apparently scratched his head 
and come up with the bright idea of 
doing them all again, only in 
reverse order of height. This 
would, of course, interpose Ben 
Avon between Stobinian/Ben More, 
Carn Eighe between Beinn Mheadhoin/ 
Beinn a’Bhuird, etc etc. Poor soul. 
Sic indeed. 


TAC readers - especially those 
living south of Hadrian’s demarca- 
tion zone - have long become 
attuned to referring to the Land of 
Those Who Govern Us as Albion’s 
Plain. This is to be lauded, but 
special mention must be made of new 
subscriber John Henzell, who de- 
scribes the area around the Black 
Heart itself as ‘’Straththames’’. 
This, it will be noted, is surely 
the only word in the Albion 
language to contain two consecu- 
tive THs. Anthony Burgess eat your 
heart out! 


So farewell then, Glasgow Survival 
Shop. Your editor trailed duti- 
fully up Buchanan St with his 
bundle of TAC12s, only to find the 
door shuttered, windows covered in 
notices apologising for another 
victimof recessionitis. Ex-staff, 
if you’re out there, thanks and all 
the best. Some of us will miss the 
khaki-lit basement hung with all 
kinds of menacing militaria - Uzi 
tentpegs and Kalashnikov gaiters: 
not somuch Santa’s Grotto asa kind 
of SAS Grotto. 


Life imitates art, No.2 
Additional to her piece on the page 
opposite, Val Hamilton writes 
enclosing this cutting from the 
Yorkshire Post - which links her 
previous article with the recent 
Elbrus escapade. 


a primary school teaches. 


"I had this desperate, guilty 
image", she writes, "of some poor 
Russian guide, with a less than 
perfect command of English, get- 
ting hold of a copy of TAC11 and not 
understanding the disclaimer about 
not wearing flip-flops in winter 
conditions. But apart from that it 
does seem rather to prove my 
point!" 


Eight differences 
between Corbett Baggers 
and Carpet Baggers 


1 A Corbett bagged will notfitina 
carpet bag 

2 A Carpet Bagger is afinancial adventurer, 
a Corbett Bagger is a bored adventurer 

3 Corbetts are listed in a dull book, carpets are also 
found lying on the floor 

4 Corbetts are not named after the Jim Corbett who shot Indian tigers and turned 
them into carpets 

5 Corbetts are measured in feet, carpets in square yards and baggers in pairs of 
boots 

6 No self-respecting Corbett Bagger carries a carpet bag 

7 Corbetts are high and muddy, carpets are flat and furry 

8 Corbetts are made for sheep, sheep are made into carpets 


Donald Faulds 


Fashion Accessories: The ice axe 


Once again after another fatality on the hills, we are exhorted by all, sundry and Hamish 
MaclInnes to carry an ice axe while out walking when there is snow underfoot. Wise 
advice of course, but what does your average punter understand by the word ‘‘carry’’? 
For most it seems to mean “‘‘attach to the outside of your rucsac as an adornment/ 
reciprocal nose-picker’’. This may be sufficient to identify you to the media as a ‘‘well- 
equipped mountaineer’’ in the event of an accident, but provides you with virtually no 
other benefit. 

On Stuchd an Lochain one grey March day we encountered plenty of axe-as-ornament 
carriers struggling to keep their balance 
and footing down the one unavoidable 
steep patch of snow. Why did this 
irritate so much? Because! was the prat 
who’d left my axe at home (not enough 
snow to ski does not equal not enough 
snow to fall down), and was negotiating 
the obstacle with a conveniently 
purloined iron fence post, which I of 
course left at the bottom for the next 
user. 


Val Hamilton 


SLOVENIAN 
RHAPSODY 
Gordon Smith 


There had been sepulchral silence on the mountain 
for almost five minutes now, but still my lacerated 
nerves could find no ease, raw and alert as they were 
tothe faintest crepitus which would herald a renewed 
onslaught. 

And then it came, a whipcrack of inhalation. 

I winced under the lash and curled into the foetal 
position, vainly hoping to protect myself against the 
sonic avalanche about to be unleashed around me. 
Snannuuuurrrrmrk aarkle urkle. 

A silent scream exploded in the depths of my soul 
as the shock waves washed over me and then faded 
into another gravid silence. 

You win, bastard. 1 gave up the struggle to get back 
to sleep, and sat up in the top bunk bed, accidentally 
dislodging a pillow onto the face of my stertorous 
tormentor below. 

Frkle urkle. 

Fffnaaaaark. Elsewhere in the cramped six-bed dormitory of the Planika hut, one of the other eight occupants broke 
wind. I hoped the two ladies trying to sleep opposite would not think it had been me. I grunted in English to make a 
show of registering disapproval, and also to prove that I was not responsible for the snoring either. 

Hrrrrronka. A third horn entered the fugue. I sighed and studied the luminous dots and lines on my wrist. Only five 
to ten, and I had already been in bed for an hour and a half. 

I tried to divert myselfby counting toa million, but got fed up at thirty-three. Four minutes to ten. Perhaps if] told myself 
a story, like how I came to be where I was, under sonic attack in a hut 9000 feet up the highest mountain in former 
Yugoslavia? Well... 


Slovenia, said Julie, slapping down a brochure in front of me. It’s got mountains and it’s warm. It bloody well should 
be with all those burning tanks, I retorted. Don’t be so stupid, she said, that’s Croatia. I pointed out that the two countries 
shared a border, and that as far as Yugoslav Air Force bombers were concerned, one breakaway state would be much 
the same as another. I phoned the Foreign Office, she said, and they say its perfectly safe. They said that about the sodding 
Falklands too, I roared. No, no, no, and that is absolutely final. We are not, repeat not, going on holiday to a bloody 
war zone. I do not often put my foot down but I am doing so now. 

And so I did put my foot down, four months later, on the tarmac of Ljubljana’s Brnik Aerodrom. After a flight from 
Glasgow on an almost empty (quelle surprise, I hissed at Julie) Adria Airways DC9, we lined up at passport control, 
surrounded by reconstruction work and adverts for West cigarettes: Get a Taste of the West. The popularity of this brand 
name was significant in itself , and it was an irony that part of the airport was having to be rebuilt as a result of Slovenia’s 
self-image as part of Western rather than Eastern Europe. A year previously, Brnik Airport had been the scene of the 
first televised violence of the present Yugoslav conflicts, when the runway and hangars had come under rocket attack 
from a federal jet; this was the opening shot in a brief war which ended when the Yugoslav army, having been given 
something ofa gubbing by the Slovenian militia, decided to leave the newly-declared republic and goand fight the Croats 
instead. 

REPUBLIKA SLOVENIJA said the sign at immigration; next to the words was the national emblem, a shield on which 
was depicted a stylised mountain with three peaks beneath three stars. The mountain was Triglav, named after a three- 
headed god, and its likeness was to be found everywhere: on stamps, money, flags, and even car licence plates, to which 
stickers of the mountain were attached in order to obliterate the red star which formerly decorated them. Triglav has 
a huge significance to the Slovenes as a symbol of national identity and independence. There is no equivalent Scottish 
icon by which Triglav’s importance can be measured: but imagine if Ben Nevis had been the birthplace of Burns, the 
site of Bannockburn and the scene of the humiliation of the so-called World Champions in 67 and you'll have a rough 
idea. 

Triglav it was I had come to climb; and soI’d found myselfat five o’clock one morning nervously awaiting my lift, unable 
to force my breakfast bread and cheese down a dry gullet. This apprehension stemmed from a fear of the scale of the 
hill compared to what I was used to in Scotland, and the fact that it entailed a two day trip in the company of two ladies 
whose command of English was apparently the equal of my mastery of Slovene. Nothing ventured, however; a bubble 


4 


of rust appeared before me, and I climbed into the passenger seat of the smallest Yugo ever built, hooking my legs over 
the rucksack in front of me in a bat-like grip. So it was that my first close-up view of Triglav was framed by a pair of 
knees, which immediately began to quake at the size of the bloody thing, a huge erubescence in the rosy morning light. 
Having passed the now deserted army barracks which marks the start of the Triglav path from Rudno Polje, I wriggled 
free of the car and stretched myself, before being condensed again by the weight of the rucksack. Fear of the unknown 
had driven me to fill it up with a cupboardful of gear ‘‘just in case’’. As we set off into the Pokljuka forest, I looked with 
envy at the compact packs of Ana and Mira, who had obviously done this sort of thing before. 
I had been introduced to my companions only the previous day: hearing that I intended to climb Triglav, the holiday 
representative told us that her mother was a mountaineer, and would be coming north witha friend to climb in the Julian 
Alps; they very kindly offered to take me along with them, despite the language barrier, and not to mention the fact that 
I was a complete stranger. Our first communication difficulty arose when, after a three hour walk-in through woods 
above picturebook alpine meadows, we stopped for a drink at the Vodnikov hut (which, like the other mountain huts 
in the area, is not really a hut at all, being more like the type of inn you see in Hammer films where the baleful innkeeper 
advises the hero You don’t want to be a-visitin the Caar-sel Draacular, saar ). After being served a cup of hot fruit 
juice, I did want to be a-visitin the toilet, directions for which I asked in a variety of languages including a hopeful stab 
at Latin. Eventually tualyet with an arched eyebrow functioning as a question mark did the trick. 
And so we set off on the next three-hour leg, which took us above the treeline and into a limestone furnace. The sun 
reflecting off the white rock threatened to carbonise any flesh not protected by clothing or sunblock; we sweltered and 
dripped as we climbed into a stony desert populated only by chamois, the odd alpine flower and fellow climbers. The 
custom when meeting other groups seemed to be that each individual greets each other individual with a dober dan 
(good day), so that when a party of three ran into a party of four, the dober dans buzzed around your head like midges 
on a wet day in Glen Nevis; out of breath from greeting people as much as from the steep haul, we eventually reached 
the Kredarica hut, the highest on the mountain at 2515 metres. Ana and Mira indicated that we would remain there 
for a couple of hours, as early afternoon was usually misty and sometimes prone to thunder storms. I was astonished 
to find that this hut had a bar, and watched in awe as a mule train laden with crates of beer arrived at the door. Such 
dedication to ale-drinking affected me deeply, and inspired in mea profound moment of Sloveno-Scottish understanding. 
(A word about Slovenian beer, or pivo: the two main brands are Zlatorog and Union; both are excellent lagers and in 
1992 cost about 70 pence a half litre in bars, and about 40 pence in supermarkets. It’s therefore cheaper to drink on a 
Slovenian mountain top than in a Glasgow bar, and the beer’s better too). 
Fear of impaired balance on the final climb to the summit, however, discouraged me from indulging myself in high 
altitude bevvy; instead I drank two litres of bottled water and wrote a postcard. By three in the afternoon, the mists had 
cleared, and tiny figures were just visible on the ridge above; we crossed the short stretch of glacier and began the climb 
up to Mali (Little) Triglav, the subsidiary peak at the near end of the ridge. This was a good scramble and reminded 
me of Curved Ridge a bit, although the exposed bits are protected by steel ropes and posts, rendering it quite safe; there 
is a signficant danger, however, of injuring or killing yourself by tripping over one of the various plaques 
commemorating those who have injured or killed themselves on the mountain. 
The summit ridge was next, and this too reminded me of the Coe, being for much ofits length reminiscent of the narrow 
bit of what the TAC editor is inexplicably pleased to call the Aggy Ridge. The exposure, however, is approximately 
double what we are used to; although this part too is protected, the ropes had a tendency to be set at ankle-height, and 
trying to hold on to them only served to push crappers like myself further off balance. At the end of the ridge was a further 
wall, which was all right to ascend but which 
’ a in descent, cowardly premonition warned 
[, i mre! \ me, would force me to look straight down 
\N “g % through 6000 feet of pure alpine air: I did not 
4S, Bh « envisage the air remaining fresh for long 
‘ ¢ following such a confrontation. 
At last, however, we reached the top and sat 
below the Aljaz Tower, a strange metal 
cylinder about eight feet high, topped until 
recently by a red star, now a red white and 
blue flag. The Tower is named after the 
philanthropist who bought Triglav for 
Slovenia in the 19th century. The view was 
astonishing: to the west, Italian mountains 
breaking through cloud; the plains of Croatia 
to the south; northwards, the Austrian Alps; 
and above it all adeep blue sky. Although not 
ahuge mountain by Alpine standards, Triglav 
is the biggest for miles around, and there is a 
real feeling of being on top of the world. 


There were surreal aspects too: first-timers on Triglav, I was informed, are customarily thrashed about the buttocks with 
aclimbing rope; I doubted the antiquity of this tradition, but suffered in silence. There was also a young bloke in trainers 
who had brought up a crate of Zlatorog and was selling it at a vast profit from a cardboard box marked ‘Triglav summit 
bar’ inred felt tip. There was a multilingual conversation with another group of climbers (cue 48 dober dans) concerning 
such diverse topics as Glasgow Rangers, Scottish hills and the function of the sporran. After an hour in the summit 
sunshine it was time to go, and trembling back along the ridge I felt rather ashamed that I was afraid of a beer delivery 
route. 

An hour and a half of descent took us to the Planika hut, our stop for the night. There, I was just enjoying my second 
bottle of Union when Ana and Mira, suddenly animated, signalled that I should drink up and go upstairs with them. 
I was puzzled and concerned that some other strange Slovenian climbing custom was to be wreaked on my young flesh; 
however, once in the room they pointed to a bunk, said you go, themselves disappeared beneath the sheets of their own 
beds, and pretended to be fast asleep. When in Rome, I thought, and lay still under the sheet like an autopsy waiting 
to happen. I sensed a tension in the room, and realised that almost every bed in the place was also occupied by the 
apparently dead. The reason became clear within a few minutes, when a three huge climbers came in looking fora 
place to sleep, doubtless expecting to find themselves a bed. But only the bunk below me was empty, and there were 
rough growls and mutterings as they decided who was to get it and who were to sleep on the floor. Only when they had 
fallen asleep did anyone dare to exhale. 


Snnnnuuuurrrrirk aarkle urkle. Ffffnnnnaaark. Hrrrronka. Well, the buggers were getting their revenge now: they were 
the only sods getting any sleep tonight. I checked my watch. Three minutes past ten. I started to count to a million, but 
got fed up at thirty-three. I know, I thought, I'll tell myself a really boring story: there had been sepulchral silence on 
the mountain for almost five minutes now, but still my lacerated nerves could find no ease... 

Snnnaourrrrk. 


north-north-east, indicating that the present list of 
Munros may be correct after all. 

However, bearing in mind differential erosion rates. 
variations in isostatic uplift and relative changes in 
the positions of Birnam Wood and Dunsinnane Hill, 
it is clear that Munroness is a dynamic spatial sys- 
tem. Some TAC reader must have a Clue to the SMC 
mystery, so please write in and help M Bob! 
Finally, even more serious than a missing mountain: 


A geographer writes... 
Dear TAC, 


Professor M Bob’s paper in TAC12 makes a valuable 
contribution to our understanding of the Munros. The 
discovery of a lost Munro is of particular interest. 

Unfortunately, the Professor’s methodology is not 


quite correct. His method would correctly pinpoint a 
present-day forgotten Munro (or mountain wrongly 
believed to be 2999.9 feet), but is inadequate for 
fixing the site of a lost one. The reason is that the 
eroded/quarried/stolen mountain was not necessar- 
ily the lowest of the series (no.278). It could even be 
the highest. Professor Bob’s work therefore shows 
the correct direction from the Munro Centre but not 
the distance. Loch Uisg is in fact the minimum 
distance from the Scottish Munro Centre (SMC here- 
after). Indeed, there could not have been a Beinn 
Uisg within the past 350 million years as the site is 
exactly on the Great Glen Fault. 

A few hypotheses may be considered. If the ancient 
continent of Laurasia is reconstructed as it was 
before the opening of the North Atlantic, Mount 
Washington in New Hampshire appears in about the 
right direction. However, at 1917m it is too high to fit 
the calculations, and other corrections would have to 
be made if the SMC cairn was believed to date from 
this period, such as disregarding the Cuillins. 

A more likely alternative is that the cairn takes 
account of a small, underground Munro completely 
hidden beneath Ben Nevis. Or it could be predicting 
a totally new hillin the opposite direction - near Dallas 
in Moray, perhaps - which has yet to be formed. 

Or the explanation could be simpler. The Flat Earth 
Approximation biases the position of the SMC to the 


what has happened to “This Land Is Your Land”? Is 
it not our land any longer? We should be told. 


Professor David W Summers 


1336 (344 
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K=-———_—-°k ——_________—» 
Ed. - Birnam Wood? Dunsinnane Hill? Shakespeare 


gets bloody everywhere. Re TLIYL: it’s surprising to 
observe such a distinguished scientist as Prof Sum- 
mers missing the rather obvious point that TAC is 
also a dynamic spatial system, subject to an espe- 
cially high degree of flux. TLIYL didn’t in fact depart 
this world in TAC12, but in the little-read TAC11(a), 
which also temporarily did away with the front cover. 
TAC11(b) - the Prince Andrew Exposé Special - 
lacked any pages at all, while the “numbingly funny” 
and radically out-of-sequence TAC17(d) picked up a 
couple of Boardman-Tasker gongs. But Prof Sum- 
mers need not fear: various early issues, including 
TAC3.1415926 and TACi, have yetto appear. These 
all contain the column in question. 


WALKING TYPES: No.5 
The Lost Boys 


Youalways meet them at the fag end ofa really 

awful day. It’s been thick mist since Tom 

a’Choinich, and you had this idea that it would 

bejust as easy to walk along the ridge asto get 

downinto the glen. But weird divisions in the 

ridge keep looming out of the mist, and you’ re 

getting abit twitched about the navigation, and 

this bloody snowy sleet has started up. So 

when the big, unmistakable cairn on Mam 

Sodhail is past, you’re heigh-ho for off and 

downand the dubious comforts of Alltbeithe. ° 

And then they appear. The first one out ofthe 

mist is thirtysomething and reasonably well clad 

in waterproofs. Behind him comes a spotty =“ Ze 
teenager, wearing a thin anorak zipped up to his chin, denim jeans, and ahobtle hat.] He’ S got no cicves 
and he’s carrying a Quantas bag witha picture ofa kangaroo on it, slung diagonally across his chest. Sleet 
has formed a white rime on the upwind side ofhis body, and he’s shivering violently. 

“‘Hi,”’ says thirtysomething. ‘‘Isthetopup this way then?’” 

‘“Yes,’’ you say, as number three comes tottering into view. He’ sin his fifties, warmly clad, but walks as 
ifhis feet hurt badly. When he sees that his companions have stopped, he sits down heavily onarock and 
rests his head in his hands. He seems to be slathered in mud from head to foot. 

‘*Sothisis, ah, Chrysanthemum,” says thirtysomething. 

Ceathreamhnan. ‘‘No, that’s way west ofhere. This is Mam Sodhail,’’ you say. (Is it? you think.) 

“*Ah, right. So Chrysanthemum’s over theback ofit, then?”’ 

““No, west,”’ you say, getting twitched again. 

And you get out your map and you point things out onit, as much for yourselfas for them. The spotty youth 
shivers and rolls his eyes a bit. The older guy groans on his rock. Thirtysomething looks sort ofkeen but 
vague. ““Yeah. Upherethen?”’ 

““Yes,’’ you say. 

And offthey go, swallowed by the mist in a few paces. 

They never show up at the hostel. But they never appear in one of those sad little newspaper items either. 
Aftera while you can’t believe that you actually met them at all. 


GRANT HUTCHISON 


LOOK LOVELY... WITH A TAC T-SHIRT 


Guarantee yourself a lumber with a medium, large or extralarge Nyaff Nyaff shirt. Hi-quality 
Hanes material, ideal for snuggling up close in abivvybag. The only shirt with sex-god Murdo 
Munro in swanky red-and-black colour. Even Christy, Tatjana and Linda are wearing it. 
Available direct from House 48, 170 Sandiefield Road, Glasgow G5 ODL. Prices pegged 
at £10 including p&p. Allow 28 days for delivery before you start your moaning. 


SUBSCRIBE TO THE ANGRY CORRIE 


Still only £6 for 6 hot-off-the-press copies of TAC, tout de suite to your three-piece suite every 
second month. Address as above. Or even... 


£12.50 = SHIRT + SUBBIE, POST-FREE! 
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Opening credits. Various hi-tech virtual reality 
logos fly across screen to accompaniment of pre- 
tentious electronic music. Camera swoops in from 
stage left, pans across hybrid and rather tacky set, 
comes to rest on greysuited newsreader, male, 
fortysomething. Lights go up. Music fades. 


Mr Michael Buert (chief BBC anchorpersonand tax 
evader): 

Good evening. This is the nine o’clock news 
brought to you from the studios of the BBC. 
(Caption appears onscreen: Pictures courtesy of 
Sky Sport.) Reports are coming in that the four 
Englishmen - including one Scot - feared lost on 
Europe’s highest mountain have been found safe 
and well. The four - Basil and Donny Smith from 
Basildon, John Thomas from Penistone and Jock 
McSporran from Helensburgh (captions show three 
suave and jaunty mountaineers swinging iceaxes 
on one arm and babes on the other, followed by a 
poor quality watercolour of a claymore-wielding 
Robert the Bruce) - had set out toreach the 6789m 
summit of Mount Aldus Pagemaker in the former 
Soviet Republic of Bankruptistan when they were 
overtaken by Damon Hill driving - er - a Williams 
Renault - er sorry wrongreport. The four, who have 
been described as the leading Britmountaineers of 
their generation along with Sir Ranulph Ffiennes, 
Dr Michael Stroud and St Brian the Blessed, were 
said to be exceptionally fit, exceptionally fat and 
well tooled-up. They have just returned to the BBC 
Consulate in Srebrenica from where KATE ALBION 
sends this report: 


Ms Kate Ace-Reporter (assertively): Mr Jock, would 
youtell viewers how you survived your 97-day ordealon 
Asia’s highest mountain? 


Film of Ben Nevis towering above Nevisporttearooms, 
Hamish Macinnes 
standing outside look- 
ingunconcemed 


Jock (uncertainly): 
Er... it was only five 
days actually... 


Ms Aide-Mémoire: 
And you were ava- 
lanched a total of nine 
times and had to give 
up two of yourparty for 
dead inacrevasse on 
the ‘“‘Mountain of 
Death”’...? 


Helicopter filmclip of 
avalanche engulfing 
three skiers, overlaid 
with caption reading: 
Pictures courtesy of 
Gallus Besom TV 


Ken White: Er no, we simply dug in for a few nights, 
then followed aset of pylons downto a refuge. Abit like 
the Corrieyarrack really 


Filmclip of Joe Browndescending Old Person of Storr by 
perilous abseil 


Ms Media-Hype: And whendriven by desperate pangs 
of hunger to the very brink of near-starvation, did you 
eat the flesh of your dead colleagues raw orcookedon 
a pitiful fire? 


Mr White: | not sure what... | had half-a-dozen spare 
Mars Bars and a Bounty myself if that’s what you 
mean...? 


Ms Braco-Texas-Homecare: Can you confirm that 
your church has since been locked in debate as to 
whethercannibalistic actions should be condemnedas 
mortal sin... 


Filmclip of various weel-kent and less-than-sylphlike 
mediastars - Russell Grant, Danny Baker, David Mellor 
- tucking heartily into Masterchef food 


Ms Twistleton-Ffiennes-Backlash: You must surely 
feel deeply ashamed at your dismal failure when com- 
pared to the noble and patriotic continent-crossing 
efforts of Lord Ffiennes and the Earl of Stroud, who 
sacrificed various vital bodily parts so that the land of 
dusky Eskimos could be tamed and placed under 
dominion of the Union Jack? You lot are a useless 
shower of Republican turds in comparison, no? 


Mr Blonde: Publicans? Er, no, I'ma teetotaller myself 


Ms Bosnian-Serb: We can now go over live to RAF 
Leuchars-Herzegovina, where the man coordinating the 
rescue operation, Air Chief Marshall James “Jimmie” 
Macgregor of P45 
Squadron is waiting 
to speak to us. Mr 
Sutter, | understand 
that although all four 
men are now safely 
heading back to 
Albion, the rescue 
operations are still 
going on. What are 
conditions like out 
there? 


Cut to still of map of 
west coast of Turkey 
with picture of 
midsixties folkie in top 
righthandcomer. Cap- 
tion “Robin Hall” 
quickly replaced by 
one reading “Eric 
Bristow” 


Mr Gregor MacStuitter: It wiz pure murder sae itwiz. Ah 
tried tae mek radio contact but ma wavelength just went 
deid but. There wiz loads o’ folk chatterin’ awa’ on a 
phone-in insteid. Sae Ah went up inmachoppertae hae 
a keek but it wiz a’ blizzards an’ snaw an’ that 


Map vanishes. Cut back to Mr Abie frantically applying 
dirt-makeup from bottle labelled “Instant War Wounds” 


Ms Linford-Gatorade (collecting herself): Oops. 
Now. There areas yet unconfirmed rumours, Mr Shite, 
that at least two of your party have tested positive for 
steroids since your return, which would of course mean 
your being stripped of any New Year's Honours for at 
least four years. What do you have to say to that, junk- 
brain? 


Ms Richardandjudy (not waiting for an answer): 
..and when, in a few days time, you and your “friend 
who isalso agirl”, Jill Immoral, earn yourtrue reward for 
all this carry-on by appearing on various daytime TV 
sofas, will you be taking two sugars in your coffee or 
three? 


Senator McCarthy (entering into the spirit for the 
sake of peace): For awhile | could hear Kevin Keegan 
in the next room, then one day | got to meet the 
Archbishop’s Envy-Boy Tom Waits, then |came home 
and didn’t marry Jill 


Ms Auto-Cue (speeding up): And Lisa Ondieki? You 
really hate her, Onion-Heid? 


McColdOne (frantically): Well I've went anddone the 
best! could but this Eilish hill was harder than Dundee 
Law with a wind coming in frae the Ferry 


Ms Addled (even franticker): And as a so-called 
“Scots poetand philosopher” Mr White, your thoughts 
onthe utterly disgraceful booing ofthe English 7s rugby 
team...? 


Laird of Seil: No, young lady, you're getting Kenneth 
White confused with me, C John Taylor, Highland Artist, 
Poet Laure... 


..but Ace Reporter cuts him off, looks camera 
square in the eye, waits for end of report. Nothing 
happens. Gremlins. We don’t return to Michael 
Checkmate in the studio. But Ms Elbrus obviously 
thinks we have, and gratuitously stamps on beardie 
mountaineer’s frostbitten toes 


Ms Ee-I-Adie-Oh (selfconsciously): Whoops! Do | 
get on Auntie’s Bloomers for that? 


Mr White (to no-one in particular): Can't! getto meet 
Kirsty Young instead? She’s ababe 


TAC Xword No.8 
Shaggy's back! 


Solution, Xword No.7 - 


across: 1.bum steers, 5.emanation, 6.kamikaze, 8.in the bowl, 
10.duck's arse 

down: 1.break wind, 2.miasmatic, 3.thankless, 4.rhone, 7.flee, 
9.oir 


Across: 

1. Storm | must circulate on Cairngorm tops 
(6,4) 

7. Morning access to Corrour (5,6) 

8. Delia Tachycardia within Torridon (7) 

9. Bay in Shetland (3) 

10. Spanish river (3) 

11. Climber or perhaps creeper (5) 

12. Trouble of or in pride (3) 

13. Neanderthal dwelling (5) 

14. Hymenopterous insect (3) 

15. General Electric Company for short (3) 
16. Bridge near River Spean (3) 

17. Cut chopper (3) 

18. Alust around scree at base of cliff (5) 


Down: 

1. Lens Havel shifted below An Teallach (9) 
2. Enter, tilt and pass this spot (6,5) 

3. Frozen waterfall given cold eye? (3, 8) 

4. Prehistoric climbing gear (77) 

5. Harrier to VS play in Kirkcaldy (5,6) 

6. Island sounds higher than most (4, 2, 4) 


Indoor Skills: Sleeping 


This may be more difficult that it might sound. Sound is indeed often a problem: howling Gaels 
beating on the tent having just come back from the pub. Snoring is of course the thing which 
gets up everyone's nose. Unfortunately not everyone is as paranoid about their snoring as a 
friend of mine who insists on camping 100 metres away. He has now purchased an expensive 
device to put up his nose (more expensive than a cork), having discovered in some obscure 
medical report that snoring can reduce your life-span. 

Itis de rigeur these days to include some bogus mathematical analysis in TAC articles. (Surely 
“excellent mathematical analysis"? - Bill & TEd.) Accordingly this graph relates hours sleep 
to the amount of beer drunk: 


Sleep/ 
sheep 
count 


Amount drunk 


Confusingly this looks like a “normal” curve - but what’s the standard deviation? Physicists are 
unable to put numbers on the amount drunk, calling this the Heineken Uncertainty Principle. 
Soon enough the beer will reach your bladder, awake you, force you out of the tent, wet your 
feet and bag. Prostrate men seem to suffer more. 

Contemporary maths has given us chaos theory: one small flap of anostril inevitably leads to 
marital breakdown. Others... (That’s enough maths - Ed.) 

One solution for snoring is to purchase ear plugs. The plastic foamy ones are crap. The wax 
ones work well - able to exclude snores up to Force 3 on the Rictus Scale (make sure that your 
partner does not wear them so that cries of “Fire” can be heard). Extracting the brutes in the 
morning canbe aproblem. Once | had to get someone to pick out a torn-off plug with tweezers 
- a cringeworthy experience. Plugs are also useful in the pub if in the company of over 
enthusiastic Munro bores. 

Others find the use of eye patches necessary. Cool dudes have been known to wear them on 
the hills as they look like sun-glasses. They double up as bandages in case heads get bumped. 
Last but not least is the midge problem. Exxon Braer-alikes spray Flypel round the tent 
(particularly when camping on Braeriach? - Ed.) not realising that they are killing themselves 
inthe process. Mozzy netting up, the “shine the Petzel on the tent wall and squash the buggers” 
technique comes out well in an Ethical Consumer review. 


Coming soon, to a rag near you... 

Sleeping and Wet Dreams! (ie wet tents and dreams of nice peaks.) 
Sleeping and Bagging the Best Spot in the Hut. 

How to sleep in your bivvy bag. 

The "Has Anyone Ever Had A Decent Night's Sleep In A Youth Hostel" 
(HAEHADNSIAYH) Award. 


Chris Cant 


10 


di 
ves ANA This GORETEX 


a ae iy 


———S==—= ! jf 
_————S= 
Wintel 


nforfunately for out hero in rs 
he is spotfed by a company Of The 
oA SURVIVAL TRAINING. : ee 


DAMN MIDGES? Time fo fr 
our my OTHER PURCHASE 


uw 
ix 
‘ ee iis 

r~H \ [idee NAS 


Ps lm. 


XS 
we x 
a), 


Those shee os be CUBA 
ra sasattd in disguise.You men 
iny = 


I” INTERDICTION PLAN'Q', °* 
Pmen! it's FIDEL CASTRO 
S, come to foment 
SALOMMUNIST REVOLUTION 

in the Highland s ¢ 


Muftdo is STAKED OUT and 


But Murdo has spent the 
S eft to the MERCY LD. 


tio Weeks BOTHYING and is 
thus invfed to bet COLD + DAMP 


However the discomfort js 
not dissimilar to BIWVYING 
or the VETERAN DOSSER - 


eet a 
heat Samet) aA 


about the, 
REVOLUTIONARY PRocessi” | | 


]Unfortunately, some HI-TECH MONSTER 
HUNTERS afte cruising Loch Morar... 


Finally the SAS crack the 
FACSIMILE FIDEL... 
RAnaAAL 


. Right, off vp 
oe action f 


LocH MoRAR!! 
ett tf, 


WILDLIFE CORNER 3: PAWS FOR THOUGHT 
An Extract From The Diary Of A Down-Beat Hill Dog 
by Meg, alongsuffering Border Collie (dictated to even more longsuffering Sue Grout) 


As lliehere, stretching out in front ofa crackling 
fire, a substantial supper resting inmy gut and my 
paws toasting nicely, I haveto admit that thisis my 
idea of complete and unadulterated heaven. My 
only worry is the occasional spark landing like a 
misguided missile in my shaggy coat and the ensu- 
ing smell of singed fur, but I can live with that. But 
with the rain lashing down outsidel find my sleepy 
thoughts tuming back over what She grandly refers 
to as The Season and all the misadventures I’ve 
had the misfortune to share with her in the Great 


Outdoors once again. For a brief moment my 
whiskers are affected by the nervous twitch I’ve 


developed when I re- 
livesuchmemories! But 
I digress from my 
ruminations onthe past 
year. My personal re- 
view ofthe highlights... 


Perhaps the most out- 
standing achievement 
was my stylish traverse 
of Glen Coe’s Aonach 
Eagach which I per- 
formed as usual with 
the poiseand graceofa 
ballerina whilst She 
lagged and wailed be- 
hind. When the going 
gets dull on these addictive jaunts ofhers I consider 
itmy duty to inject alittle light reliefinto her fanatical 
existence by performing some quite unexpected 
yet brilliant feat ofbravery. Onthe Aonach, asus 
pros call it (or "Aggy Ridge" asus Eds callit), I 
waited until the mosthairy pinnacle, ifyou get my 
meaning, before dazzling her. With one stupen- 
dous bound over an overhang I cramponed my 
claws into the barerock as the valley loomed and 
swirled miles below me. I hung there for what 
seemed likehours before catapulting my stream- 
lined body onto the crest of the pinnacle with ease. 
No sweat, but as is normal on these occasions I 
heard Her scream and, looking down, I saw her 
face had gone a fetching shade of green. I knew 
then that my job had been well done. 

Asa final touch, I waited until She had hauled her 
little visog in line with mine over the pinnacle and 


SCANNED DOG SCANNING VIEW 
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then licked it with as much slobber as I could 
muster, knowing that She daren’t let go of the 
rock to fight me off. She spluttered mightily and 
called me ‘Dog Breath’ but She always reacts like 
that under stress. 

Later in the year, back in Glen Coe (She never 
learns) we had one of our regular episodes ofher 
short cuts leading to near disaster. Sgornah’Ulaidh 
was the peak, an isolated little spot, and after a 
tedious ascent in the mist, our summit lunchin the 
mist and a skyline traverse in the .. yes you’ve 
guessed it, She made the suggestion that always 
fillsme withdread: ‘‘Come on, Meg, there must 
be a short cut down 
there....”’ Oh yeah? I 
almost asked, Like the 
one on Glaramara last 
year when our descent 
ended up taking us to 
thetop ofanother hill or 
like on Skiddaw the 
year before whenit took 
so long we missed 
Closing Time? But I 
heldmy tongueand gave 
Hera grinbetween my 
littleteeth instead. 

So there we were, skit- 
tering down Sgor na 
Whatsit, in the mist 
(‘‘It’sbound to clearin aminute, Rat Head’’, She 
kept saying) when we came to an area ofbroken 
crags. Nothing spectacular but wet and slimy 
enoughto inducea trauma. She was right about 
one thing though - the mist did clear and the sun 
even shone for a while and so, knowing that the 
crags would keep her entertained for some time, 
I settled down to a snooze. Out of my sense of 
duty Iawoke periodically to check onher progress 
but wasn’t at all surprised to seea leg flailing out 
fromoverhead orto hear her mounting squeaks of 
apprehension. But then I dozed again. She did 
makethe descent finally and came onall heroically 
about how she’d performed it, but she never fools 
me. 

Then there was the day She decided to take me 
out on a Mountain Rescue exercise back on our 
home ground. I could think ofa thousand better 


ways in which to spend my day but when She explained that we would be ‘bodying’ - acting as casualties 
for the exercise - I could see the fun potential immediately. We were posted to a gully where She had to 
pretend she’d fallen and broken her leg - an entirely credible scenario for her in my view. We had to wait 
for help and soI settled down to another snooze asI’m not one for staring vacantly at scenery as Sheis - 
seen one hillside, you’ ve seen ‘emall, Ireckon. Anyway, being finely honed inalertness, I suddenly came 
round to see two evil eyes watching us over thelip of the gully and to my surprise and delight I recognised 
them to be the mean little orbs ofa Doberman Pincer. Now, what a stupid Doberman was doing out there 
in the middle ofnowhere I couldn’t think but I knew it was my duty to protect Her and I intended to do so 
with relish. 

Inone deft spring I had the unsuspecting beast pinned downby the throat, writhing in terror and pleading 
for its life. Ihooked my little gappies round its collar and shook for all was worth, thinking of the reward 
that was bound to be mine for my heroism. Thebrute was pathetically whining by now, reduced tothe ferocity 
of a damp squid and I went in for the kill. I was aware that She was making some kind of a scene in the 
background but I didn’t catch the word ‘SARDA’ issuing hysterically from her lipsuntil l’ dalready decided 
on benevolence and had let the crazed animal run offinto the wind, whimpering piteously. She never did 
appreciate my bravery that day but instead incessantly moaned about never being able to face the local 
Mountain Rescue Team again. Humans are curious beings. 

Ohyes, I’ve had my moments over the year, always adept at making the best out of yet another wretched 
hill walk. Not always understood and rarely appreciated but that’s acollie’s lot. Ido recall onereward She 
gave me for my undying faithfulness, though, and that wasa ride on the Gondola ski-lift thing on Aonach Mor 
that saved us from slogging up the mountainside in the rain. All the way up She watched my face for cute 
reactions to being swung about above cloud level in a glass bubble and so I made sure to look blasé and 
bored by the experience. But I'l never forget the joy I couldn’t help but show on discovering a café when 
we disembarked or the astonishment at realising She intended to patroniseit rather than finishing the climb. 
I wondered vaguely if She was coming down with something as foul weather always seems to add to her 
fanaticism rather than discourage it but all philosophizing faded away with the plate of warm, greasy chips 
She smuggled out for me! 

And so, another year draws toa close: another year of viewless summits and Highland midges. Already She 
is sharpening her crampons and practising ice-axe techniques on the side of the house so as to be ready for 
a Spring jaunt or two. The thought of Her in charge of all that ironmongery fills me with horror but maybe 
she’ll have takenup flower-pressing before the snows come. As for me, well, I’m content just to dream by 
the fire of maybe another expedition up the Tourist Path onBen Nevis, gatecrashing endless picnics - or even 
a visit to the cafe on the top of Snowdon..... 


Ed. - Make sure She cuts you in on the royalties/Republicanties/Bonios from the Whisky Galore and 
Scottish Nuclear adverts. 
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StyloWriter Ii 
Apple has made some improvements with the 
StyleWriter Il in terms of ease of use and print 
quality. It’s also now grey-scale. It uses a seria] 
wp Connection and there's only the Power button on 
the top of the case. The Poser supply is built into 
the case. Printing was trouble free, with the 
=v multi-sheep bin holding up to 100 sheets of 
" paper or 15 envelopes. The software sup- 
Besaia Se aces ae and basa printsharing 

ansion, so it can 
Apia het used by other Macs on an 
6 StyleWriter II offers Draft, Normal and 

modes in either black and white or grey scale saa 
GreyShare - Apple's latest software for printing 
Rrev-scaleimm--- = + me: 


A couple of cuttings recently caught our communal eye. What, for instance, can 
MacUser be meaning with their references to "poser supply" and "multi-sheep bin"? 
Do they know something we don't? And if they don't, The Grauniad certainly do: 
their recent tabloid section frontcover showing quite clearly that one of the 
Mountain Bothy Association hierarchy is in desperate need of, to use the current 
Glasgow vernacular, a good nip. But with his/her idea of a good time being a night 
in a dark, dank, dingy hole up a glen somewhere, we suspect they'll remain forever 
unitemised... 
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REVIEW 1: 


MunroMania™ 


Regular TAC 
readerswill know 
atleasttwo things 
by now. Firstly, this isn’t a magazine much given to 
genuine reviews of genuine articles: the last was 
probably Muriel’s Munro Showway backin TAC2. And 
secondly, your editor is disinclined to sing the praises 
of the activity known as Munrobagging and the joys 
contained therein. 

The more discerning reader - unless she is currently 
away on holiday - will, however, be aware that your Ed 
is fond of games of most varieties - such that during the 
few weeks a year or so ago when Sky Sports was 
erroneously piped into his house, he was a relatively 
happy man. 

What will probably not be known is that he also has a 
Games Theory, mostoften discoursed upon when he’s 
had a few drinks. The Theory runs roughly as follows: 
in the same way as there are reckoned only to be six 
or seven basic jokes in the world, so there are similarly 
few games/sports. Eg, rugby is a debased form of 
football, baseball of cricket, draughts and most 
boardgames of chess, snooker (extreme precision + 
balls in holes) of golf. Etc etc. 

So the arrival on the scene of a Munrobagging 
boardgame was ever likely to fill your Ed with an odd 
conflict of interests. Which it does - although in an 
endeavour to get the cart out of the way before the 
horse comes galloping in, let it be said he quite likes 
it. 

Where to start? Nomenclature probably. The game is 
entitled MunroMania, and retails at £8.95 from the 
address given below. Thisis hometo a bagging couple 
called Sal and Dave Chaffey, who market themselves 
as having climbed 145 and 230 you-know-whats 
respectively. Presumably this means they've had as 
many as 85 rows in their lives together. The fact of their 
home address mentioning cricket would flash warning 
signs and alarums in the mind of most TACites (most 
notably that of your coeditor), butimmediately endears 
itself to the maverick C-in-C. 

A question immediately sits up and begs: why the hell 
isn't the game called Munropoly instead? Surely this 
cries out for usage? Maybe there is a problem with 
copyright, with Waddingtons being every bit as liti- 
gious as DC Thomson. 

The layout of the game is easily assimilated. If we’re 
talking of one game being a debased form of another, 
then MunroMania is by Trivial Pursuit out of Snakes 
and Ladders. (Actually, it would be more apposite to 
call ita dbased, rather than a debased, form of these, 
as the manufacturers, WildWare, also produce a 
computer database for noting down ascents, compan- 
ions, no. of jobbies and the like.) 

Players move counters along a contorted snailtrail of 
peaks (either singular or in groups - although “The 
Buckles” grates somewhat), by throwing a pair of 
differently-designed dice. One is your standard 1-6 


The Game of the Scottish Munros 
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ludo job, the second contains four weather symbols - 
either boosting or delaying progress - plus a sheep 
picture and a questionmark. The latter refer players to 
two sets of cards, a la Community Chest and Chance, 
which allow for further bagging progress. The question 
cards link with a booklet containing 360 diligently 
compiled posers (plus a further 60 for kiddies orthe pig- 
track-ignorant). Rather oddly, these give a choice of 
two questions, presumably the idea being that either 
the questioner or the questionee has a choice. On one 
of the TAC test runs, however, this did provide a handy 
handicapping system: the two hill tigers were made to 
answer both correctly while the two festerers had to 
merely score 50%. 


STUPID 
ENGLISH 
SHEEP 


STUPID 
TAC 
SHEEP 


Questions range from fairly easy anagrams, through 
obscure bits of baggerphernalia and awkward 
multichoices, to near-impossible flotsam and jetsam 
oftrivia. These, on the whole, provide the highpoints of 
the game - although, while thankfully not lapsing into 
hellish Trivial Pursuit syntax (“What does a polyorchid 
man have more than two of?”), there are occasional 
vagaries of interpretation and out-and-out mistakes. 
John o’Groats is not the most northerly point on the 
British mainland, while some would say there are nine, 
notseven, Munros on the South Kintail Ridge. Various 
rules appear in need of clarification - eg, do you still 
move five bonus Munros forward for getting a question 
correct if you are on a Fester or benighted? And then 
the compilers side with almost half the letterwriters to 
TAC in misspelling the second highest Skye peak as 
the “Inn Pinn”! 

Sheep cards also prove quite entertaining - although 
both these and the questions could probably do with 
greater frequency. Sheep provide ways of avoiding 
technical problems and bad weather, plus, very occa- 
sionally, leading to Pictionary-type drawing problems 
and the like. One highlight of the TAC test came when 
your Ed was asked to pinpoint blindfold (or without his 
specs - it's the same thing really) his most recent 


Munro, ie the Wee Buachaille (or Small Buckle). A 
degree of merriment ensued over whether either he or 
the board should first be taken to some distant part of 
the room so as to make this more onerous. 

Both these card categories tend to speed northward 
progress. Delays are achieved by benightments on 
remote hills, technical footerings on such as the Aggy 
Ridge, tearoom-and-craftshop behaviour in several 
“Festers” (Kyle, Oban, Pitlochry etc), and - most 
entertainingly - by simply throwing a combination of 
dice, eg a 2 plus the snow symbol which equates to 
minus 3, leading to regress. Technically it is possible 
for no-one ever to finish the game, or even to make it 
beyond Ben Lomond, but then it’s also technically 
possible for a monkey to get beyond The Quality of 
Mercy is not Strenggg... 

Opinion amongst our testers was basically favourable. 
One, never having climbed a Munro in her life, found it 
less boring than anticipated. Two, who have or are 
about to have tomes on tomeshop shelves, enjoyed 
the chance it gave to wade through trivia as deep as 
touristpath glaur. And your Ed wasimmediately pleased 
to learn something new. Faced with choosing the 
fastest ever traverse of the Cuillin Ridge - Eric Beard, 
Andy Hyslop, Martin Moran - who would you go for? 
Some folk feltthe inherent bitiness ofthe game- board, 
booklet, dice, cards - made for confusion, while others 


liked this. Certainly it would have been good to have 
questions and answers on the cards together, 
although presumably this would have made for more 
expense. The board itself was also thought to be 
somewhat confusing, with bootprints, summits, ferries 
and festers all weaving tortuously to and fro. Asplash 
ofcolour - rather than uniform black on mustard-yellow 
- would go a long way toward remedying this. The 
biggest disappointment, hardwarewise, has to be the 
specialist die: its symbols, whilst initially clear, give 
the impression of having been crayoned or felttipped 
on. Certainly after a few playings by sweatyfingered 
enthusiasts, detail was starting to smudge quite badly. 
Butall-in-all, a reasonable buy. Certainly a good - if not 
entirely unique idea (your Ed will needto adda footnote 
to the paragraph of his upcoming book, originally 
drafted in’87, devoted to precisely this topic), and one 
showing all the signs of a labour of love. 

But at the end of the day, the main issue is of course 
an ovine one: how do MunroMania sheep shape up 
against TAC sheep (see Murdo Munro passim)? We 
have our own verdicton this, butleave the reader/player 
to make her/his own assessment. 


MunroMania available from: 
WildWare, 32 Cricket Rd, Oxford. OX4 3DG. 
(Cheques for £8.95 payable to Sal Chaffey). 


REVIEW 2: The Munros by Moonlight, by A.Wolf, Owl Publications, 
277pp.£9.15 


Eat your hearts out Hamish, Martin, Craig, the fell runners, the mountain biker, the 
bloke on the pogo stick and Uncle Tam McCobley and all. The secret story of = \ 
Scotland’s finest hill-roaming achievementis at last revealed. . SS 
One moonlit February evening many years ago, I was descending the zig-zags on ( Os mq 
Gearr Aonach after a fine winter circuit on Bidean. To my surprise, a lone figure,  @ l 
obviously fully equipped fora winter expedition, was ascending from Glen Coe, and 

as we neared, he appeared to shy off-route deliberately to avoid me. Who the hell...? WG 
I distinctly remember wondering. After comparing my hillwalking diary witha date 
giveninthisremarkablebook, Inow know: A Wolf, the first Compleater of the Munros 
by moonlight. 

Wolf's book is far more than merely a compilation of moonlit epics and evocations. 
Itbegins with the author's early years between the warsinrural Aberdeenshire when 
arose “‘.,.the crescent that was to wax into the mighty orb of my passion for moonlit 
mountaineering.” A subsequent chapter is devoted to wartime commando service 
behind German lines in Yugoslavia and gives haunting descriptions of moonlit 
operations, bothin training on the Cairngormsand inaction from Partisan lairsin the 
mountains of Montelupine. 

Onreturning to Scotland, A Wolfturned to off-peak peak-bagging tosatisfy anintense and almostinstinctivecraving formountain solitude. 
Recording his first decade of moonlit Munroism, he describesjustone summit meeting, a mutually startling encounter with WH Murray 
ona traverse of Aonach Eagach (surely “Aggy Ridge’? - Ed.), to which, I now realise, Murray alludes cryptically in his essay “Night 
and Morning on the Mountains” in the classic Undiscovered Scotland. 

Lunarand meteorological factors dictated that Wolf’s Munro schedule, begun in 1946, demandeda lifetime’ssingleminded dedication, 
finally rewarded by a discreet entry recording his Compleation in the 1988 SMC Journal. Just consider the lunatic oddsimposed by the 
sheer weight of statistics. Thereare 13 full moonsa year, with5 potentially availablenights on either side the lunar maximum, but from 
the author’s experience less than a third of these have sufficient lack of cloud cover. Imagine the frustrations, the all-too frequent winter 
lunar climaxeswhen the weather closed in: ‘With the lunar disc now obscured by scudding cumulus, the gale reached suchan intensity 
that I was forced to retreat down the icy slopes of Beinn Bhrotain - hill of the mastiff - on all fours.” 

High summer posed different problems, with the Moonlit Munroist often desperately hard-pressed to be off the hill before daybreak: 
“After lingering toolong on Luinne Bheinn, I bounded down towardsGlen Carnoch, scattering a group of sheep and lambssilhouetted 
against the fast-approaching sunrise.” 

Wedaylight Munroists arehumbled by such awesomecommitment. To take atypical outing, one January Wolfjourneyednorth through 
blizzards, and around midnight reached the base of Beinn a’Ghlo, where three times previously he had been dogged by bad weather. 
Perseverance was rewarded: ‘‘Onclimbing to thesummit, [looked back to seemy moonlit tracks ascending through the virgin snowfields 
high above the gleaming stream of moonbeams reflecting from the distant River Tilt. Silence... broken by my howl of joy!” 

Having ticked-offthe Munros, the now long-in-the-tooth Wolfis still prowling the Tops and Corbetts, and I understand he may make 
this the subject ofa further volume. Insummary, Ihave no hesitation inrecommending thisinspirational book to hillwalkersin general 
and Munroists in particular - who, after reading it, will no doubt view their pastime in a completely new light. 


i 
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GREAT MISNOMERS No.3: PRosPEcT’s PROBLEM 


Last time Prospect wrote for TAC, on the vexed 
subject of stalking, he unexpectedly put Tom 
Rigg’s nose well out of joint. Who will he noise - 
or nose - up this time? Tom Weir? Diana Rigg? 
The MBA? The Branch Bothidian? Who knows? 


| have a problem. And | call myself Prospect. Which is 
why this is called “Prospect’s Problem”. Clever, eh? 
| also look after a bothy in Glen Dessary. That in itself 
is nota problem, well not usually anyway. The problem 
is this: | don’t know where the bothy is. | know how to 
getthere. | could give you step by step directions from 
half a dozen different starting points whilst I’m asleep 
with my arms tied behind my back. Though it might be 
a bit uncomfortable, so | won't. | can show you its 
position on a map. In fact 
any reasonably sentient 
being could show you its 
position onamap because 
the OS clearly mark it as 
“Bothy”. Of course you’d 
need to have the right map. 
But that’s not a problem 
because! knowwhich map 
it’s on. But! don’t actually 
know where, geographi- 
cally speaking, it is. Con- 
fused? Well so am |. 
Which is why I’m asking 
for your help. 

Look at it this way: Most 
visitors to Glen Dessary describe the area in which it 
is situated as “Knoydart”. | once wrote a comment in 
the bothy book, quoting a friend who'd remarked: “Of 
course it’s raining. This is Knoydart. It always rains in 
Knoydart.” Then John Hinde came along and added 
that | should know better: it isn’t Knoydart because 
Knoydart doesn’t start until you cross the Carnach 
river. Which is true. | should and it doesn’t. So the 
bothy isn’t in Knoydart. 

To the west of Glen Dessary is North Morar - or, 
depending on how good you are at directions, South 
Morar. But the bothy isn’t in Morar - North or South - 
because they lie, surprisingly enough, to the north and 
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south of Loch Morar. And the bothy lies to the east. 
Tothesouthis another “nameless” region, dominated 
by the hills of the Glenfinnan horseshoe. And | don’t 
know whatthat’s called, either. Nor, for that matter, 
do | care. Strangely enough, there’s another “name- 
less” region to the north of Glen Dessary, but because 
there’s a big strath there, called Glen Kingie, it’s 
usually just called Glen Kingie. Evenwhensomeone’s 
talking about the hills. But Glen Dessary, and its 
sister glen, Pean, aren't really big enough to be used 
to define a region. (How can a sister be called Glen? 
- that's a boy's name. Mind you, there's Glenn Close, 
Sean Penn - which sounds a bit like Glen Pean - and 
Sean Young, and only one of them's betesticled. - 
Ed.) 

East of Glen Dessary is a 
big expanse ofwater, called 
Loch Arkaig. Probably be- 
cause it’saloch, andsome- 
one decided thatArkaig was 
anice name fora loch. The 
bothy isn’t far from Loch 
Arkaig. But it isn’t in Loch 
Arkaig because if it was I'd 
have drowned last time | 
was there. 

The nearest “big” area is 
Lochaber. But if someone 
mentions Lochaber, do you 
immediately think of Glen 
Dessary? Okay, well 
maybe you do. But! don’t. Glen Dessary isin the area 
between Lochaber and Knoydart, but it isn’t really in 
Lochaber itself. 

So that then is my problem. | know how to get there, 
but don’t know where ‘there’ is. | knowthe names of 
everywhere it isn’t, but not of where it is. If any of the 
hyper-intelligent, mega-brainy readers of TAC (they're 
both on holiday just now - Ed.) can help then I'll be 
eternally grateful. Well, maybe not eternally grateful, 
but grateful anyway. And as an added incentive, the 
sender of the best suggestion wins a free invite to the 
next workparty at the bothy. 


EA aT ITE A FSET INL PIL ER LLL EA RN SOD SE 
AND THEY CALL IT DEMOCRACY: TILTING THE BALANCE 


Given that Jimmie Macgregor has recently lost his Gathering, it’s maybe about time TAC acquired one, at least 
for aday. Readers will doubtless be aware of recent pronouncements by the Duke of Atholl - the only person in 
Britain apart from the "queen" to be allowed a private army - that he wishes to close the Minigaig pass to you the 
public. This timehonoured right-of-way runs fromthe Duke’s doorstep at Blair Atholl some 25 miles to Tromie Bridge 
near Kingussie. “Walkers have the A9 nowadays” says the Duke, thus disproving once and for allany scurrilous 


suggestions of aristocratic inbreeding and imbecility. 


So how about amass walk through all orsome ofthe pass by TAC readers? This wouldbe good, not only to show 
the so-called powers-that-be whatfor, butalso simply as a day outandachance for some like minds to get together. 
Details and feasibility still vague as yet - we're intending linking with the Scottish Rights of Way Society, as it’s 
their baby even if it’s everyone's bathwater. But hopefully during July/August sometime, depending when folk can 
make it. If you’re interested, or have some better idea, contact TAC and leave us your address and, if possible, 
phone number. We'll get back to you with details. Hope to see you soon! 
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Dear TAC, 


Following Scotland's latest international football débacle in Lisbon, I'd be grateful if you or your readers could 
advise of a suitable ridge or peak to throw myself off (eg Ben Hope would obviously be no use at all). Being of 
the rather wimpish variety, | wouldn’t mind if there was a bit of sphagnum moss around to break the fall. 


Yours in bad taste and in a bad mood, 
Mad Mac, 

TAG, 

Oporto Menteith 


Ed. - In Scotlandthe bestyou'll probably get is Cac Carn Mor - bigpile of shite - butin The Ponds there's something 
called Great Cockup. I'd hotfoot it down the M74 and go there if | were you. 


WALKING TYPES: No.6 
The Doomed Boyfriend 


You’re having a wee rest ona rock by the path when she comes into view below you, moving fast and very 
efficiently. She glances ahead occasionally, but spends most ofher timelooking where she’s putting her feet. 
Sleeveless T-shirt, short shorts. Long limbs tanned honey-brown, sun-bleached hair tied back offher face. 
She’s got a little day-pack cinched up tight between her shoulder blades, and achunky black sports watch 
turned to the inside ofher wrist to protect the crystal. She’ snot overly impressed with you, lounging on your 
rock in the sun: just a brisk nod and no smile at‘all as she passes. 
You rejust beginning to think that she’s on her own whenhe appears, moving slowly and clutching the rocks 
alot, wondering what he’s let himselfin for. He felt that he was pretty fit, you see: rugby at Uni, and then 
the squash and the golfsince then. But he doesn’t have the balance or the stamina for the pace she’s setting, 
and you can’t help but wonder ifshe’s doing it deliberately. 
He’s wearing new boots, because he’d told her 
that he’d done a bit of walking before, so he had 
to go out and buy them. He’s just got the thin 
socks on, though, and his feet are skidding around 
inthere, beginning to blister badly. His nice warm 
cord trousers seemed ideal at first, but he came 
off the stepping stones a mile or so back, and 
they’ re wet tothe knee and chilling down quickly 
around his calves. And he’d no idea it would be 
| so dirtyup here, so he’s getting worried about the 
| statethe Pringle sweater will bein by thetime they 


He’s fallen four times already, though he always 
gets up again very quickly in case she sees him, 
but she never seems tolook back at all. He’ s tired 
and he wantsto go home, but the oldmacho self- 
image won’ t let him give up. 

You give him a cheery Hello as he passes (no 

J malice init, honestly). 

He misses his footing ashelooksup, and he goes 
down, whimpering, for the fifth time. 


GRANT HUTCHISON 
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Dear TAC, 


Re: Wildlife Corner 2, The Goat (see 
TAC12) 


It is not only goats that are causing 
problems on Ben Vrackie as the en- 
closed photo shows. This was taken 
about 3 years ago and the pirate sheep 
was about to try to steal a sandwich 
from the terrified hillwalker. 

(ea oleae TT 


=e 


I was walking in Glen Shee earlier this 
year and striking up a conversation 
with a chap who had caught up with 
me, we ended up discussing wild ani- 
mals on the hills. We both agreed that 
the wildest were to be found on Ben 
Vrackie where the sheep were very 
mean hombres. ‘“‘They are mean 
bastards those sheep’’ he said, a fact 
that I could not dispute. 

Looking at this from a different angle 
I wondered if the location was relevant 
to these animals. Ben Vrackie is either 
owned by the Duke of Atholl or next 
door to his land. Now this is the same 
man who is trying to close off the 
Minigaig, a Right of Way for hundreds 
of years, perhaps to make up for his 
ancestors' failure, in acase many years 
ago, to stamp out the Scottish Rights 
of Way Society. Could these sheep 
and goats be trained by him to get 
walkers off the hill? Are battalions of 
these beasts training in the 19 corries 
of Beinn a’ Ghlo? Will future genera- 
tions have to go to the hills armed to 
defend themselves against the sheep, 
who instead of gazing on them as they 
do now, will be trained to attack on 
sight of GoreTex. Will only shepherd’s 


jaggie tweeds be the safe gear to wear 
on the hills, causing bankruptcy in all 
but a few of TAC outlets? 

This is a phenomenon that needs to be 
investigated further and I am applying 
to SNH for a massive grant to do so. I 
hope that I am successful for all our 
sakes. 

Please do not let on where this came 
from in case someone finds out that I 
have been out climbing hills that are 
under 3000 feet. Still, they may think 
that I am doing the Munros and the 
Corbetts together, so publish and be 
damned ! 


Nick Anderson 
Crieff 


PS. Have you noticed that there is a 
new snobbery in Munro Bagging, peo- 
ple who just go bagging are to be 
sneered at but if you do all the Tops 
then that is OK. 


PPS. If everyone is out bagging then 
surely the load and wear and tear on 
the hillside is lessened since it is spread 
over a larger area, albeit concentrated 
on the SMC routes. 


[ASRS et saa cert am CAN nen ke eae ET 
Dear TAC, 


Now is the time for your countless 
readership to mobilise in defence of 
the Minigaig Pass, under threat from 
His Grace the Duke of Atholl - or one 
of his flunkeys. 

The Scottish Rights of Way Society 
has had a good response from walkers 
following press reports, but more sup- 
port is needed to ensure the route’s 
status as a right of way. 

Write and tell the society when you 
last walked the pass, giving dates where 
possible. The address is: The Scottish 
Rights of Way Society, John Cotton 
Business Centre, 10/2 Sunnyside, 
Edinburgh EH75RA. 

The Minigaig has been used since the 
beginning of time by drovers, bandits, 
armies, pedlars, pilgrims and, more 
recently, by filthy TAC readers. It is 
inconceivable that it should be 
regarded as anything else other than a 
right of way. 

Of course, if you haven’t done it 
recently, why not do it this weekend - 
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thousands of you. 

By the way, a letter in your last issue 
baffled me, A man called Mann said I 
had claimed he needed his head 
examined. How can this be when I 
don’t know any men called Mann? 

I did know one years ago. But he had 
fought at Magersfontein (possibly he 
should have had his head examined 
for getting involved in that bloody 
shambles), so I don’t think it could be 
the same person. 


Remember the Minigaig! 


Jack Wills 
Isle of Seil 


Ed. - Agree totally on Minigaig hulla- 
baloo. So much so in fact that TAC has 
come up with an idea along 
timehonoured Mass Trespass lines. 
For more on this, turn to p16. 


STE a ew ee ea | 
Dear TAC, 


It’s just a suggestion... 

Your fanzine is fine - funny, witty, 
informative and well-written - but the 
actual magazine quality has not 
improved since issue number one. It 
still has no glossy colour photos, no 
flashy front cover, no free gifts and no 
pages of glossy adverts. (Yes it has! 
You blind or something? - Ed.) This 
must be because you don’t sell enough 
copies - so here is my plan to boost 
your circulation. 

In England and Scotland (and Wales), 
there are 130 football league clubs and 
each club usually has at least one 
fanzine. Some have two and some have 
even more. I reckon there must be at 
least 277. During the football close 
season, this means there are 277 fanzine 
sellers with nothing to do and missing 
a big part of their lives - standing on a 
patch in all weathers shouting with a 
big bundle of fanzines under their arm. 
So the solution is obvious - you allo- 
cate a Munro to each fanzine and let 
the seller of that particular fanzine stand 
by the cairn at the top of their Munro 
selling TAC. You probably won’t even 
need to pay them commission - just tell 
them they can flog their own magazine 
up there too. I’m not sure how well 
Grimsby Town’s ‘‘Sing when you’re 


fishing’’ will sell on Ben More, Mull, 
but you never can tell. 

I would suggest that the fanzines that 
shift the biggest numbers (Rangers, 
Celtic, Manchester United, Liverpool 
etc) are given themore popular Munros 
(Ben Lawers, Ben Lomond, Ben Nevis 
etc), because they will be used to the 
crowds. A Wimbledon fanzine or an 
East Stirling fanzine (if there are such 
publications) can have the Inaccessi- 
ble Pinnacle. 


I would suggest you make sure the 
fanzine sellers have plenty of loose 
change with them up there - saying 
“‘T’ll just pop down and change this 
fiver for you’’ will not go down too well 
with a potential purchaser atop Ben 
Macdui. 

Non-league team fanzines need not be 
left out - they can staff the tops of the 
Corbetts. 

It’s just a suggestion... 


Yours, 
Mick Hutton 
Milton Keynes 


Ed. - Good idea. 


EEE SE 
Sir, 


I read with dismay a recent article by 
Rennie McOwan entitled ‘Scotland 
for free’’. (In one of the glossies it must 
be said, not TAC - Ed.) As if the 
bothies are not crowded enough 
already - or the hills in general for that 
matter. 

He is not alone of course, but just 
another in the long line of so-called 
outdoor enthusiasts that have sold 
out the hills for their own selfish gain. 
The hypocrisy is blatant. On the one 
hand they regret the passing of the 
“*good old days’’ while enticing hordes 
of unsuspecting people into the wilds. 
Is it any wonder that the death toll has 
been so dramatic this winter? 

The glossy magazine articles, never 
ending guidebooks and television 


spectaculars which are produced to 
line their pockets - and those of the 
equipment manufacturers - are now 
reaping their harvest. 

I feel sure Mr McOwan will be hearing 
of, and possibly seeing, plenty of 
ghosts for his next book. 


Yours sadly, 
Eddie Lynch 
Glasgow 


Ed. - While basically agreeing re un- 
necessary hill publicity and 
overcommercialisation, it seems a bit 
unfair to accuse the Highland Toffee 
Mogul of proxy manslaughter. That's 
like blaming Hello! magazine when 
one of its readers chokes on a vol-au- 
vent. 


Dear TAC, 


TAC9 - Sep/Oct, TAC10 - Dec/Jan - 
what happened to November? And 
why hasn’t anyone else noticed? (They 
have: see below - Ed.) Is there a new 
EC Directive forbidding the use of 
months that begin with N? Or has 
Major Lamont closed it down to save 
money or reduce the unemployment 
figures (3,000,000 unemployed per year 
= 250,000 per month => 11 months = 
2,750,000)? We, the workers (those 
that are left - I think there’s another one 
in Manchester somewhere), demand 
to be told! 


Yours, 


Prospect 
A particularly flat bit of Alb 


Saas a a ee 
Dear TAC, 


Whence the gap in the space-time 
continuum? 


Flip, flop and the two plain brown 
paper envelopes landed on the door 
mat. I rushed up to my room clutching 
them excitedly. I rpped open the first: 
“*“Goretex Monthly’’ - something to be 
savoured later, and turned to the sec- 
ond. Ha! The latest ‘‘hot off the 
presses’’ TAC. As I turned the pages, 
ruminating on the content (I liked the 
strip where Murdo takes on the In 
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Pinn ‘‘Ridgway’’ style - interesting 
documentary was it not?), my thoughts 
turned to the possibilities of brushing 
the mould off the boots and heading 
for the South Downs Way. 

‘Trouble is, I mused, with putting our 
clocks forward we’ ve lost a whole hour 
of valuable walking/drinking/sitting- 
in-the-tent-looking-at-the-rain time. 
And it’s no good looking forward to 
getting it back at the end of the sum- 
mer, because the weather will be awful, 
and anyway they always give it back 
when it’s dark and the pubs are shut. 
But I digress. 

I picked up the bundle of backcopies 
and added the latest. As I debated 
where to file them all - before Abba or 
after Winwood? - I idly riffled through 
them and then I noticed... there was a 
gap in the continuum. 

I checked, I pondered; had there been 
a cataclysmic event and I hadn’t 
noticed? What happened to Novem- 
ber ’927 I tried to recall my life at that 
time. November Sth happened all right 
because I distinctly remember sticking 
bangersin the guysohewould explode 
on the bonfire. I can account for most 
of the month but the mystery remains: 
TAC9 Sep/Oct, TAC 10 Dec/Jan. Never 
mind an hour, the editor’s pinched a 
whole month! 


Noel Wardell 
Guildford 
Albion’s Plain 


Ed. - You guys obviously missed Pope 
Murdo Paul II's recent bull on this 
subject, leading to the introduction of 
the Murdoian Calendar. Objectors 
will doubtless abide by the Murdo 
New Year and spend 30 days 
ensconsed in a putrid bothy some- 
where, but that's their choice. 


Dear TAC, 


I have just read TAC10 and find that I 
am again attacked by people I do not 
even know. Why do people always 
associate me with ‘‘childish 
nonsense’’ and ‘‘mental derange- 
ment’’? It is not fair. 


Arthur Ninepence 
nr The Shieling, 
Kinross 


GREAT PHOTOGRAPHERS OF THE MOUNTAINS 


NO.2 Lord Lichfiell. 


As The 43rd Earl Of Lichfield and cousin of the Queen, one has unrivalled access to the royal 
lands and duchies. As Patrick Lichfield, top fashion photographer, one has equally unrivalled 
access to the world's top models. One is 
therefore often asked by one's top photo- 
graphic chums, Bailey, O'Neill, Donovan etc, 
“why don't you put the two together and take 
some unprecedented photos of the world's top 
models disporting themselves in the glens and 
meadows of Royal Deeside?" get your subs to 
put in the scotch word for meadows. Well 
don't think one hasn't considered it. Often 
when taking those informal Balmoral family 
snaps of Diana, Charles, William and fill in 
the other one’s name for me | have mused on how Naomi Campbell would look ae in front 
of Lochnagar or Christy Turpitude in front of J don’t know any more of the damn hills’ names 
put in a couple for me. But that's exactly the difference between a top snapper such as oneself 
and the hoi paparazzoi cluttering outside Kens Pal with their fully auto Nikons. One knows in 
advance the shot would not work. There is a quality to the light found in Mustique which just 
cannot be captured in this country and certainly not in the scotch highlands. 


Now some would say "what about that shot of the Duke of Kent in the Masonic Regalia? It was 
taken in Scotland". Two points arise. Firstly, my models don't usually get to wear anything as 
warm as the Masonic Regalia. Secondly, the Masonic brotherhood aren't scrutinising the location 
for glamour content. At least I didn't think they were at the time; subsequent events have caused 
slight doubts in my mind. 


When shooting the Unipart calendar I have a number of criteria to satisfy and one of them is to 
make these garage mechanics good and jealous. And only half the job is done if they're merely 
jealous of me for ogling the birds. perhaps you can adjust "birds” to whatever terminology suits 
your reader profile. One has to be careful these days. They have to be bloody annoyed that I'm 
doing the ogling in the Caribbean too. And if you think that with my rarefied lifestyle I don't 
know tyre fitters, bear in mind that the Aston Martin can only spin out a Michelin Steel Radial 
for about 5000 miles, so I'm in Kwik Fit as often as I am the Cromwell Club. 


Of course there have been occasions when I have used a scotch location. I recently 
photographed young Tanya Buchanan on the family farm for Harpers. She is a gem of a girl, 
straight out of the top drawer, but the drab greyness of the light and the scotch mist conspired 
to make an inordinately long day of it. If I hadn't had a hamper stuffed with pheasant and 
Bollinger in the back of the Range Rover we'd not have survived. How different from my recent 
Bacardi shoot with Yasmin off Port au Prince. And of course if one makes a positive editorial 
decision for mist there are very efficient machines for it. 
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